What a Difference A Name Makes...

By Brian Mills

We felt sorry for you ‑ we have felt sorry for you all summer." "Sorry for us?", I said. I could not imagine why anyone would feel sorry for us. After spending the whole sunny summer cruising the Bras D'Or Lakes, that did not make sense.

In the spring of 1997, Judy and I purchased a "new to us" Ted Brewer designed, Douglas 32 cruising sailboat, named "Whisky Run." Our previous boat was beautiful, a Tanzer 26 with red topsides and matching red dodger and sailcover. We had been highly successful in local club racing at the Fredericton Yacht Club on the Saint John River in New Brunswick, and had cruised down the river, into the Bay of Fundy and on to Maine visiting such popular spots as Camden, Rockport and Bar Harbour. Her name was "Firecracker" ‑ a name well suited to her sleek lines, colourful appearance and explosive speed on the race course, usually blasting most opponents into submission.

Judy and I were determined to choose a special name for our traditional, full keel Douglas 32 which would invoke that warm, proud feeling one gets when the name matches the intended purpose of the vessel. The perfect name eluded us until the former owner gave us the history of the boat's name.

It seems the original owners also struggled with the name issue prior to taking delivery. However, while vacationing in Scotland the husband and wife team participated in a local tradition of travelling by boat to several coastal towns, enjoying a drink of whisky in the local pub. They enjoyed the experience so much that upon their return to Canada they promptly named their new boat after the event ‑ a "Whisky Run".

The story fit our vision of cruising. Thus, we, the fourth owners, kept the original name although we did not anticipate the effect that name would have on other cruising boaters.

Last summer we sailed to the famous Bras D'Or Lakes in Cape Breton, Nova Scotia. During our month long cruise of the Bras D'Or Lakes we heard many VHF radio calls from boats with interesting names, and we would speculate about the significance of those names to their owners. One frequent caller was a vessel named "Done Scrapen". We surmised that her owners were older boaters who had traded a high maintenance, traditional wooden powerboat for a modern but classic looking fiberglass cruiser.

On our very last night in the Bras D'Or Lakes, Judy and I were at anchor in beautiful Cape George Harbour enjoying our nightly happy hour, watching the bald eagles and the setting sun when three beautiful fiberglass powerboats slipped quietly past our stern. To our amazement and delight, one transom read "Done Scrapen".

"Done Scrapen".. "Done Scrapen" this is "Whisky Run"... "Whisky Run" on one‑six over." We were anxious to determine if our assumptions on the origin of the boat's name were indeed as we had pictured it, and to share the pleasures they gave us all summer long.

The owners confirmed the obvious and then proceeded to tell us that they too had become familiar with our boat as a result of our VHF transmissions. But instead of pleasure and amusement, we had given them a great deal of concern. They had been worrying about our lack of happy hour refreshments all summer and they had felt very sorry for us each time we signed off the radio.

It seems we had been ending our radio transmissions with... "Whisky Run out".
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